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Feature Poem: And I am a Moth, Attracted by Her Flame 


I sat enshrined before the temple of her 


and admired her vestments, pink and pure. 


Her mortal presence cast me adrift 
into the deep chambers of my heart, 
with one deft pang of love, 
the fastness of which was secure 
and strong. 

She was all but a few 
days new to me, a living Soul 
playing round me. 

Her flame 
left me dizzy for more. 

Here ... 
lies the spirit of Beauty, and within 
the zephyr of her can be found 
the wick, the candle that is life 
burning at its brightest. 

And I am a 

moth, attracted by her flame. 


Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is proud to publish this third edition of Poetic 


Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 

We have revised the format of Poetic Voice Magazine and included a 
section for Surrealist and Dada poems as well as Canadian Poetry section for 
the first time. We have done away with the Renaissance and Ancient Poetry 
section and consolidated them into a Historical Poems section. We shall 
also have a feature poem with each edition of our magazine. 

Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. 

Please feel free to submit your poetry to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the poet. 


The Theme for the next volume, the Winter 2021 edition of Poetic Voice 


Magazine is Life’s Many Mysteries. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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Wait for Me: a Poetic Commentary about Konstantin Simonov 


Konstantin Simonov (1915 — 1979) 


The Soviet poet Konstantin Simonov 
was born in St. Petersburg in 1915, the 
son of the Princess Obolenskaya. Her 
mother was a member of one of the 
oldest noble families in Czarist 
Russia. | Konstantin’s father was a 
senior Czarist Army officer who went 


missing while fighting the German 


Imperial Army. 


The young Konstantin never met his father. After the civil war and the 1917 
revolution his mother brought her family to the little town of Ryazan. She 
remarried to Colonel Alexander Ivanischev, an older Czarist Army officer 
who knew her husband. The Colonel had no children of his own and no 


other children were born. 


The Colonel became an instructor in a Red Army Military College. 
Konstantin’s earliest boyhood remembrances are of barrack life. His 
stepfather was a firm person but was also fond of his step son. As 
Konstantin grew he learned a great deal about Red Army life and about the 


art of war. 
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From his mother Konstantin learned literature and verse. In the sitting room 
of his aunt in Leningrad he wrote his first verse. As he grew Konstantin 
realized he needed to hide his Czarist aristocracy and had to fit in with the 
Soviet politics of his times. He left school early and apprenticed as 


engineer. 


In one of the Soviet purge of the 1930’s Colonel Alexander Ivanischev was 
arrested and rehabilitated. Upon his release he left the Red Army and took 
up a job in Moscow. His step some joined him in Moscow and worked as an 


engineer in a film studio. 


He also found the inspiration to write and saw several of his poems 
published. This was his first time being published. The publisher 
encouraged Konstantin to take some courses through the Gorky Institute. At 
the Institute he took courses on writing verse and on writing theater play, 
and also studied the more practical profession of being a newspaper 


correspondent. Around this time he married and his first child was born. 


While at the Gorky Institute he wrote a play which was performed in a 
Moscow theater. In the Moscow theater circle he met and fell passionately 
in love with the actress Valentina Serova. It was an awkward affair but it 
was because of his persistence that their love became a mutual affection. 
Valentina would start out as an ideal lover to him and would by the end of 


their relationship become an alcoholic and a forgotten actress. 


Poetic Voice Volume 3 - Summer 2020 Page 9 


In 1939 he took the Trans-Siberian railway to the Far East and covered the 
Russo-Japanese conflict before returning to Moscow. In June of 1941 when 
Germany invaded the Soviet Union Konstantin was posted to Brest but never 
made it there before it was captured the Germans. He made his way back to 
Moscow, bringing some important first-hand accounts of the German 
Blitzkrieg. He was made a correspondent for the Soviet Army’s newspaper 


The Red Star. 


For the rest of the Great Patriotic War he would use his pen to fight the 
invading German Army. To his lover Valentina he wrote a poem, Wait for 


Me, which he later decided to shared with the world. 


When his poem Wait for Me was submitted to Red Star it was rejected for 
being too sentimental. Instead his epic poem Wait for Me would be 
published in Pravda in February 1942 and would win the hearts of soldiers 
and civilians across the Soviet Union. The poem would be cut out of the 
newspaper and carried in the wallets of countless soldiers. They wrote home 


imploring their wives and sweethearts to wait for them. 


Simonov would go onto to write other poems, some of which were on the 
theme of war and some about domestic life and love, but none of his later 
poems would be as well received or as universally recognized as his Wait for 


Me. 


In 1960 when he was visiting New York and was asked to give a reading of 


his poetry he was asked what was his inspiration to write Wait for Me: 
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“I don’t know how others may feel, but for me human friendship is 
the most precious feeling on Earth. The feeling has its greatest 


strength when life is hard; and in war, life is very hard.” 
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What is Poetry by the Surrealist Paul Eluard 


Poetry is not necessarily 
limited by the secret ideas 
you have about it. But like 
the dreams one does not tell, 
it is apt to cause lapses of 
memory and to prevent the 


regular formation of a world 


« superior to that in which 


forgetfulness is used for the self-preservation of the individual. 


That inspiration may leap freely from the mirror, ail reflections of the 
personality must be effaced. Give influences free play, invent what has 
already been invented, what is beyond doubt, what is unbelievable, give 
spontaneity its pure value. Be the man who is questioned and who is heard. 


A single vision, infinitely varied. 


THE POET IS HE WHO INSPIRES FAR MORE THAN HE WHO IS 
INSPIRED. 


1936 
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To Make a Dadaist Poem by Tristan Tzara 


Take a newspaper 

Take some scissors. 

Choose from this paper an article of the length you want to make your poem. 
Cut out the article. 

Next carefully cut out each of the words that makes up this article and put 
them all in a bag. 

Shake gently. 

Next take out each cutting one after the other. 

Copy conscientiously in the order in which they left the bag. 

The poem will resemble you. 

And there you are—an infinitely original author of charming sensibility, 


even though unappreciated by the vulgar herd. 
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A Flower Tender Is Love Like 


Sullen like up smothered; 

Mortal and beckons arrived in us 
love something angels; 

Echo sun is someone ... 

love sometimes beauty to sins; 
Always soft ... soft of touch. 

And our chocolate 

but think of champagne and 

That crushed dust quietly; 

Is majestic; 

A truths. 

Strawberries awaits waiting 

behind longing dear — and cinnamon. 
It climb; Warmth to; 

The morning for that words 

it is the happiness timeless. 
Sometimes within. 

Fragrant is and are; 

About sits and covered and … 

in about flower warm true to things has. 
Vanilla sublime to tower; 

Are tender as and speak godly pink it and; 
Heaven flowers. 


When a. 
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Dark love; 

Their like; 

Flower about. 

The leave hazelnuts it; 
Deep pixie. 

Spoke a soul that; 


{You may recognize this poem in its previous incarnation ... } 
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New Poems by Contemporary Poets 
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The Book of Self Love by Salome 


Positives … 
Meditation … 


Affirmation … 


I am living in a beautiful world, 


manifesting with life force and energy 


Am I important? 
Am I part of the limitless 


and vigorous universe? 


The stars, the sun, the planets, the moon 
The air, the water ...the Earth 
The plants and animals 


That nature within 
I am in Harmony with all this … 
I smell 
Isee 
I hear 


I feel 


Breath In and out 
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Smoothly 
Safely 


As I relax 


And enjoy ... the book of self-love. 
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How Lucky They Are by Caitlyn Gosh 


The koi fish are lucky to live in their little pond 
Glistening golden scales 

Slide across each other 

They bask in the peace 

Floating in tranquility 

Until age sinks them 

to rest in the depths 

They play and slink and slide across each other 

Gaping their mouths for air, 

Bouncing the bubbles in and out like balls 

no fear. 

If they flinch as I sit next to them 

They return to the secluded swimming school in seconds 
I wonder if they can see me looking up through the water 
or if it casts a reflexion in the realm of innocence 

I know they can’t see me as I see them 

I see their ignorance to how lucky they are 

For the police would never arrest 


A koi fish 
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Fragrant Harbor by Marta Gramatyka 


The most glorious of harbors of the Earth 
Shares with me its lights, every single night 
With a million neon eyes soaring upright 

It took me years to see how much it is worth. 

It mesmerized; the streets made for wandering 
Filled with the masses hidden behind masks 
Feeling your pain was the hardest of tasks 

It forced me to start chaotic pondering. 
Cantonese melody overflowing the stars 

With the song of my life long after my rebirth 
The longest amount of days spent on pure mirth 
Was with you, when painting thrilling memoirs. 
For better and for worse, in sickness and health 
I may care for you a little too tenderly 

I lost my native voice for this land by the sea 


I love you; you are all my wealth. 


Hong Kong, 
February 9th, 2020 
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Four Happy Poems by Aki Kurosawa 


I Had a Pink Bike 


When I was a little girl 
I had a pink bike ... 
the tires would spin and whirl. 


I rode it everywhere I like — 


I rode it very fast! 
The boys would race me, 
but almost always I'd be last 


and I would watch them flee. 


gaily laughing all the time at me … 
but I would just smile, thinking 
how it must hurt to be a boy 


bouncing on his bike ... 


but a girl can whirl along on her’s 


and not mind it at all … 
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Pumpkin the Cat 


Pumpkin … my chisana Neiko, 
she use to wander across 

the top of our fence. 

Our chisai inu would bark, bark 


bark at it — but my Pumpkin 


she just ignored him. She knew 

he had nothing important to say 

to her as she went on her way. 

The boy cats would try to 

follow her across the fence — 

but would get unnerved and topple off 
and our dog would chase them away. 
They would never come back again. 

If you could not keep up with Pumpkin 


… what use were you to her? 
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But Not Always! 


At school we all wore 
plain blue uniforms … 
every day, the same way — 


but not always! 


And underneath, 

they were supposed to be all white, 
but sometimes they were red, 

or pink, or blue, 

or yellow or black, 

or no color at all ... 

which was the best … 

don’t you think? 

If you had to sit every day, 

The same way — 


but not always! 
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They Make a Rasp of it! 


You see, I have these dreams … 
of being held down .... 

against my will … 

and being tickled, here and there 
and everywhere … 


But when I tell my 
boyfriends what I dream about 


they just don’t understand. 


They make a rasp of it, 

and turn my dream 

into a nightmare. 

Boys don’t understand girls 


... they just don’t want to. 
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I Waited There at the Gates of Her Heart … by William Webster 


Quietly and calmly, 

I waited there 

at the gates 

of her heart … 

for a very long time. 
For how long? 

She did not care 

to notice. 

I watched as other men 
came and went, happily. 
As the nights grew cold, 
and the seasons grew long too — 
what else could I do? 
but stand and go 

sit quietly at another 


gate ... and wait. 
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He Knew the Pleasures of my Heart by Anon 


He knew the pleasures of my heart 
I watched him as he undressed, 
Taking in the measure of all his parts 


last admiring that of him that made me happiest 


During the day his was a master’s air … 
his portent of stoicism and stone 
But at night here without a care, 


he well knew we were all alone 
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So I lay back and let myself be loved 
by him, buried within my softness, as if 
With every caress and kisses he pushed 


me closer towards myself and into my abyss. 


He lapped my loins and my thighs … 

he ate me up like a ripe sweet pome. 
With every one of his kisses, I sighed 

and resigned myself to his hungry lips. 


Poetic Voice Volume 3 - Summer 2020 Page 28 


Then Pd tell him to slow and pause … 
to stop being such an eager boy! 
My belly, my breasts, my lips call 


to share the measure of my joy. 
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Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Love is Like a Tender Flower 


Love is like a tender flower 
that sits quietly as it 


awaits the morning sun. 


It is something majestic 
like a tower that beckons 
us to climb up to heaven 
to leave behind our 
mortal sins, and think 


of angels and godly things. 


It is a flower, soft and pink 
Sometimes fragrant, 
sometimes sullen — 


but always waiting for warmth. 


Love are words, spoke soft 
To someone dear that 
Echo deep within their 
Soul, and speak of 


Timeless truths … 


Poetic Voice Volume 3 - Summer 2020 Page 30 


About happiness and longing, 
about beauty and the sublime … 


about strawberries and champagne. 


It is dark chocolate smothered 
In vanilla, covered in 
Crushed hazelnuts and 


Cinnamon pixie dust. 


And when the flowers are warm to touch 


… true love has arrived. 
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Her Heavy Metal Casket 


I met her only once. It was real heavy 
metal music … and the party 


it was loud, crowded, dark. 


I was half-stoned, my angel 

was too ... tall ... peroxide, she 

had sparkling green eyes. Couldn’t be 
more that eighteen at that. Crazy 

with lust and life. It was knarly 

her narcissism. She hardly 

wore anything. Psychodel ... 

is us ... it was! ... but she popped pills, 


blue ones, green ones, red ones too! 


... And she pouted at me for not joining her. 


but I was high enough with life. 


I grabbed her breast, and made my move, 

but she pushed me away ... she was too high for love! 
What could I do but keep my feet on the earth. 

The loudness wore me out, so did her mad mirth 

until in the early hours of the morn 

she came crashing down … her ... 


and her bag of blues, and greens and reds … 
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I held her close... but gone was her warmth and sparkle. 


I did see her breasts ... while they tried to resuscitate her. 


beautiful they were ... 


... now only touched by the mortician 


as he laid her into her heavy metal casket. 
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The End of My Innocence 


Everything seems so crisp and clear 

as I sit and watch the sea grass sway 

in the afternoon breeze. Above I hear 

the passage of birds made of steel — away 

they fly! The beach sand glistens in the sun — 

it sparkles in fact, bringing clarity to my 

thoughts. Every grain represents an idea, some 

bright and better than other thoughts … by 

now I should be able to decide, bottom or top? 

— submit to the light or let it dominate you. 

The wind will whistle — the other shoe will drop, 

the matter will seem less clear — what to do? 

Does free will exist, or are matters preordained? Then 
the grass begins to sway a new, and here I am 

in the here and now. The tingle returns, it throbs, can 
I say no to her? She sits pretty. Min is the end 

of my innocence. The tree above me is covered in moss. 
The clouds drift by as if to mock is their reason ... 

a ship passes leaving the port behind ... loss 

is not what I fear. It is the unknown. It’s the treason 


to my long held view, that I am a truly free man. 
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A Floating City in the Sky 


The happy Empress Min, 
she watches the setting sun, 
her hair blowing in the wind. 


The fall of dusk had begun. 


The western sky is pink, 
and purple, and orange too, 
as the sun begins to sink 


behind the mountain tops. Soon 


her sky will fill with stars, 
but not before the clouds 
float above her earth, bars 


of pillowed softness, proud 


reminders that this place is 
set beneath the heavens, far 
from the twinkling stars, this 


oasis of earthly paradise. 


A majestic cloud billows there, 
a floating city in the sky. 
She imagines then without a care, 


that in her dreams, bye the bye … 


Poetic Voice Volume 3 - Summer 2020 


Page 35 


She soon will too be sitting 
way up there looking down 
from her floating city 


at us set fast on the ground. 


We will be looking up at her 
and see her beautiful breasts, 
the nape of her lovely neck, soft fur 


sa source de vie, and all the rest. 


And say of her that no 
Empress is better bound 
to heaven then Min, who 


in her softness is found 


the feminine, the silk folds, 
the pink petals, the ecstasy 
of love and of life ... behold 
all that draws her beauty. 


Then the sun sets, the sky 
darkens, the stars appear, she 
smiles. She knows why 


it is that she is so happy ... 
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Walking Primates 


Oh, time marches on 
I know we live but few years, 


and fewer still young. 


At length we all find 
a way through our complex lives, 


simple thoughts to live by. 


We believe we grow up, 
the silly philosophies we 
choose keep us childlike, 


we're just too smug 
to see our self for what we 


are — walking primates, 


We should have stayed 
up in the trees where we belong. 


swinging happily! 
Monkey see, monkey 


do — small wonder we still like 


Bananas … hah! 
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It Came And Silently Crept 


While we quietly slept, 

it came and silently crept 
upon us. We did not hear 
its arrival — its fall. I fear 
my day has come to a stop, 


and so back into bed I flop. 


Were I a child, free to play 

then I could enjoy this day, 

throw snowballs, and snowmen make 
or if a girl — snow angels. But I take 
the bus to work — if it can 


trudge up the hill … damn. 


Maybe I should call and say 

with the snow and all, there is no way 
for me to get down there, 

and stay in bed, without a care 


here on this white mountain top. 


And hope the snow ... 


it does not stop! 
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She Was Happy to Wait Awhile, Yet 


She stood there, a blank canvas 
In her simple blouse and black jeans 
at the precipice of it all. She was unaware. 


She had no care. Everything was simple. 


But as I admired her 

I could see the beauty of her 

not so well hidden away 

and soon to be seen. It was like 
standing before a basket of 

ripening fruit, of pears, figs and apricots 
knowing that soon there will be a day 
when the fruit would be sweet and 


succulent — ready to be enjoyed. 


Oh ... would I be the one 

To draw, to paint, to sculpt her 
To bite into that fruit and 
Savour the taste of it, its touch, 
Its feel and have its nectar 


Run down my chin. Were I... 


To kiss its softness and watch 


The blush of it all, and know 
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That she too enjoyed the orchard 
Of life, the basket and the fruit … 


Its love and happiness ... 
She stood there, a blank canvas 


and smiled. She was happy 


to wait awhile, yet ... 
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Waiting to Live. 


I sit... 

Late at night … 

On my balcony ... 

Looking up at the moon ... 
And the planets, and stars … 
Waiting to die ... 


Iam... 

all alone … 

just me … 

in this empty universe 
And my broken heart … 
skipping a beat … 


or two — or three … 


Then it stops … 
for asec … 

and I wait … 

to see … 

if it … 

will — 

beat — 


again? 
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I sit … 

late at night ... 
all alone … 

on my balcony ... 


waiting to live … 


Saying to God … 

if you want me ... 
then just take me ... 
this suspense ... 


is killing me! 


But God ... 
does not ... 
want me ... 
not just ... 


yet! 


Then it stops again ... 
for a second longer ... 
perhaps it is not good 
to temper faith 


but I am still here! 


I hear the flutter ... 


of angel wings ... 
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or perhaps it is … 
just the wind … 
or maybe it is Gabriel 


standing watch over me? 
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I Need Something More in Life 


It is just that way — 
I have nothing to do today. 
So I stay in bed to remind 


myself how tired I am of life! 


The many people I know 
are not friends — they are 
just people I know. Soon 


I forget them, and their names too. 


Later I may drift into town 
and walk aimlessly around 
hoping that I am not invisible — 


but I am invisible, you see! 


Being kind to others means 
you get taken for granted. 
They expect to take from you, 


and take ,,, and tire you out. 


Maybe it is best I get a pet 
— a parakeet or a goldfish 
to talk to. A dog to walk, 


or a cat to pet that purrs ... 
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At least they will not run 

off — the first chance they get. 

Well maybe not a pussy, they 

like being stroked and spoiled. 


If I get a pet then I have 
to stay too close to home. 
I need something more in life. 


Is it just that way? 


When I go to town I 
become just one of them … 
drifting aimlessly around. No 


one wants me as a pet or play thing! 


Just like me, alone and invisible 
Maybe I should stay in bed 
because I am tired of life, 


close my eyes to dream of something else! 
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And I Am There In Mind 


The paint brush touched the horizon 
with its aqua, its marine, its pinks and blues, 
as the sun sank behind the imagined 
end of the day. Night crept up 

into the sky in wisps of cloud and wind 
that drew us to the west and Venus 
beckoning our dreams of the night 

to come. Soon the light in the 

sky will be extinguished — the whirl 

of life wound down. Soon we will 

be alone in our thoughts, and 

what of it? Jupiter … it peers down 

at us, then a million speckles 

of flickering night reminds us of 

our insignificance. The heavens laugh 
at us, mocks our own mortality. 

Each speck hosts a world at least, 

each world with molecules like our own. 
And somewhere in the sky someone is 
looking up at us and is thinking about 
their significance — the brushes that 
paint their skies, amidst their night 
with flickering reminders of what it 


is to be born, to grow, to live, 
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to love, to procreate and to grow old. 
Death is not thought about — 

only life, and words to express 

a moment, shared across the 


expanses of space and of time. 


Each speckle hosts a world 


and I am here in mind. 
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In a Mirror of Conscious Choice 


We are all faced 
with the infinite 
possibilities of 
perception — both 
outside and within. 
Of representing 
and interpreting the 
universe that 
surrounds us 

and that’s inside 
us too — to paint 
our own reality — 
to reflect 
everything in a 
mirror of 


conscious choice 
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Modern Day Poems 
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The Great Lover by Rupert Brooke 


I have been so great a lover: filled my days 

So proudly with the splendour of Love's praise, 
The pain, the calm, and the astonishment, 

Desire illimitable, and still content, 

And all dear names men use, to cheat despair, 
For the perplexed and viewless streams that bear 
Our hearts at random down the dark of life. 
Now, ere the unthinking silence on that strife 
Steals down, I would cheat drowsy Death so far, 
My night shall be remembered for a star 

That outshone all the suns of all men's days. 
Shall I not crown them with immortal praise 
Whom I have loved, who have given me, dared with me 
High secrets, and in darkness knelt to see 

The inenarrable godhead of delight? 


Love is a flame:—we have beaconed the world's night. 
A city:—and we have built it, these and I. 

An emperor:—we have taught the world to die. 

So, for their sakes I loved, ere I go hence, 

And the high cause of Love's magnificence, 

And to keep loyalties young, I'll write those names 
Golden for ever, eagles, crying flames, 


And set them as a banner, that men may know, 
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To dare the generations, burn, and blow 


Out on the wind of Time, shining and streaming … 


These I have loved: 
White plates and cups, clean-gleaming, 
Ringed with blue lines; and feathery, faery dust; 
Wet roofs, beneath the lamp-light; the strong crust 
Of friendly bread; and many-tasting food; 
Rainbows; and the blue bitter smoke of wood; 
And radiant raindrops couching in cool flowers; 
And flowers themselves, that sway through sunny hours, 
Dreaming of moths that drink them under the moon; 
Then, the cool kindliness of sheets, that soon 
Smooth away trouble; and the rough male kiss 
Of blankets; grainy wood; live hair that is 
Shining and free; blue-massing clouds; the keen 
Unpassioned beauty of a great machine; 
The benison of hot water; furs to touch; 
The good smell of old clothes; and other such— 
The comfortable smell of friendly fingers, 
Hair's fragrance, and the musty reek that lingers 
About dead leaves and last year's ferns ... 

Dear names, 

And thousand other throng to me! Royal flames; 
Sweet water's dimpling laugh from tap or spring; 


Holes in the ground; and voices that do sing; 
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Voices in laughter, too; and body's pain, 
Soon turned to peace; and the deep-panting train; 
Firm sands; the little dulling edge of foam 
That browns and dwindles as the wave goes home; 
And washen stones, gay for an hour; the cold 
Graveness of iron; moist black earthen mould; 
Sleep; and high places; footprints in the dew; 
And oaks; and brown horse-chestnuts, glossy-new; 
And new-peeled sticks; and shining pools on grass;— 
All these have been my loves. And these shall pass, 
Whatever passes not, in the great hour, 
Nor all my passion, all my prayers, have power 
To hold them with me through the gate of Death. 
They'll play deserter, turn with the traitor breath, 
Break the high bond we made, and sell Love's trust 
And sacramented covenant to the dust. 
— Oh, never a doubt but, somewhere, I shall wake, 
And give what's left of love again, and make 
New friends, now strangers ... 

But the best I've known 
Stays here, and changes, breaks, grows old, is blown 
About the winds of the world, and fades from brains 
Of living men, and dies. 

Nothing remains. 
O dear my loves, O faithless, once again 


This one last gift I give: that after men 
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Shall know, and later lovers, far-removed, 


Praise you, 'All these were lovely'; say, 'He loved.’ 
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Wait for Me by Konstantin Simonov 


Wait For Me 


Wait for me and PI come back! 
Wait with me with all your might! 
Wait when dreary yellow rains 
Tell you nothing’s righ; 

When the snow is falling fast; 
Wait when the summer’s hot; 
When no one waits for other men 
And all the past’s forgot! 

Wait when those that wait for you 
Are bored and tired and glum, 
And when it seems, from far away, 


No letter ever comes! 


Wait for me and [’1l come back! 
Wait in patience yet 

When they tell you off by heart 
That you should forget; 

And when my mother and my son 
Give up on me at last 

And friends sit sadly around the fire 
And talk about the past 


And drink a bitter glass of wine 


Poetic Voice Volume 3 - Summer 2020 Page 54 


In memory of me — 
Wait there’s no rush to drink with them 


Tell them to wait and see! 


Wait for me and I’ll come back! 
Escaping every fate 

‘Just a lot of luck’ they’ ll say. 
Those that didn’t wait. 

They will never understand 
How, amidst the strife 

By your waiting for me, dear 
You have saved my life! 

Only you and I will know 
How you got me through! 
Simply you know how to wait! 
No one else but you. 


194] 
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A Soldier In the Trenches 1916 by Anon 


When you are a soldier in the trenches, 


you are one of two things; 


Either you are at the front 
or behind the lines. 
If you are behind the lines, 


you need not worry. 


If you are at the front 


you are one of two things; 


Either you are either in a danger zone 
or in a zone which is not dangerous. 
If you are in a zone that is not dangerous, 


you need not worry 


If you are in a danger zone 


you are one of two things; 


Either you are wounded 
or you are not. 
If you are not wounded 


you need not worry. 
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If you are wounded 


you are one of two things; 


Either you are seriously wounded, 
or slightly wounded 
If you are slightly wounded 


you need not worry. 


If you are seriously wounded 


one of two things are certain — 


Either you will get well 
or you will die. 
If you get well 


you needn’t worry. 


If you die 
you cannot worry, 
So there is no need to worry … 


about anything at all! 
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Two Poems by Vera Brittain 


Perhaps 


Perhaps some day the sun will shine again, 
And I shall see that still the skies are blue, 
And feel once more I do not live in vain, 
Although bereft of You. 

Perhaps the golden meadows at my feet 
Will make the sunny hours of spring seem gay, 
And I shall find the white May-blossoms sweet, 
Though You have passed away. 

Perhaps the summer woods will shimmer bright, 
And crimson roses once again be fair, 
And autumn harvest fields a rich delight, 
Although You are not there. 

Perhaps some day I shall not shrink in pain 
To see the passing of the dying year, 
And listen to Christmas songs again, 
Although You cannot hear. 

But though kind Time may many joys renew, 
There is one greatest joy I shall not know 
Again, because my heart for loss of You 


Was broken, long ago. 
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August, 1914 


God said, “Men have forgotten Me: 
The souls that sleep shall wake again, 


And blinded eyes must learn to see. 


”So since redemption comes through pain 
He smote the earth with chastening rod, 


And brought destruction's lurid reign; 


But where His desolation trod 
The people in their agony 


Despairing cried, “There is no God.” 
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Cats by Charles Baudelaire 


They are alike, prim scholar and perfervid lover: 
When comes the season of decay, they both decide 
Upon sweet, husky cats to be the household pride; 


Cats choose, like them, to sit, and like them, shudder. 
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Like partisans of carnal dalliance and science, 
They search for silence and the shadowings of dread; 
Hell well might harness them as horses for the dead, 


If it could bend their native proudness in compliance. 
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In reverie they emulate the noble mood 
Of giant sphinxes stretched in depths of solitude 


Who seem to slumber in a never-ending dream; 
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Within their fertile loins a sparkling magic lies; 
Finer than any sand are dusts of gold that gleam, 


Vague starpoints, in the mystic iris of their eyes. 
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The Ghost’s Leavetaking by Sylvia Plath 


Enter the chilly no-man's land of about 

Five o'clock in the morning, the no-colour void 
Where the waking head rubbishes out the draggled lot 
Of sulphurous dreamscapes and obscure lunar 
conundrums 

Which seemed, when dreamed, to mean so profoundly 
much, 

Gets ready to face the ready-made creation 

Of chairs and bureaus and sleep-twisted sheets. 

This is the kingdom of the fading apparition, 

The oracular ghost who dwindles on pin-legs 

To a knot of laundry, with a classic bunch of sheets 
Upraised, as a hand, emblematic of farewell. 

At this joint between two worlds and two entirely 
Incompatible modes of time, the raw material 

Of our meat-and-potato thoughts assumes the nimbus 
Of ambrosial revelation. And so departs. 

Chair and bureau are the hieroglyphs 

Of some godly utterance wakened heads ignore: 

So these posed sheets, before they thin to nothing, 
Speak in sign language of a lost otherworld, 

A world we lose by merely waking up. 

Trailing its telltale tatters only at the outermost 


Fringe of mundane vision, this ghost goes 
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Hand aloft, goodbye, goodbye, not down 

Into the rocky gizzard of the earth, 

But toward a region where our thick atmosphere 
Diminishes, and God knows what is there. 

A point of exclamation marks that sky 

In ringing orange like a stellar carrot. 

Its round period, displaced and green, 

Suspends beside it the first point, the starting 
Point of Eden, next the new moon's curve. 

Go, ghost of our mother and father, ghost of us, 
And ghost of our dreams’ children, in those sheets 
Which signify our origin and end, 

To the cloud-cuckoo land of colour wheels 

And pristine alphabets and cows that moo 

And moo as they jump over moons as new 

As that crisp cusp toward which you voyage now. 
Hail and farewell. Hello, goodbye. O keeper 

Of the profane grail, the dreaming skull. 
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Leda by Aldous Huxley 


Brown and bright as an agate, mountain-cool, 
Eurotas singing slips from pool to pool; 
Down rocky gullies; through the cavernous pines 
And chestnut groves; down where the terraced vines 
And gardens overhang; through valleys grey 
With olive trees, into a soundless bay 
Of the Ægean. Silent and asleep 
Lie those pools now: but where they dream most deep, 
Men sometimes see ripples of shining hair 
And the young grace of bodies pale and bare, 
Shimmering far down—the ghosts these mirrors hold 
Of all the beauty they beheld of old, 
White limbs and heavenly eyes and the hair’s river of gold, 
For once these banks were peopled: Spartan girls 
Loosed here their maiden girdles and their curls, 
And stooping o’er the level water stole 
His darling mirror from the sun through whole 
Rapturous hours of gazing. 

The first star 
Of all this milky constellation, far 
Lovelier than any nymph of wood or green, 
Was she whom Tyndarus had made his queen 
For her sheer beauty and subtly moving grace— 


Leda, the fairest of our mortal race. 
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Hymen had lit his torches but one week 

About her bed (and still o’er her young cheek 
Passed rosy shadows of those thoughts that sped 
Across her mind, still virgin, still unwed, 

For all her body was her own no more), 

When Leda with her maidens to the shore 

Of bright Eurotas came, to escape the heat 

Of summer noon in waters coolly sweet. 

By a brown pool which opened smooth and clear 
Below the wrinkled water of a weir 

They sat them down under an old fir-tree 

To rest: and to the laughing melody 

Of their sweet speech the river’s rippling bore 
A liquid burden, while the sun did pour 

Pure colour out of heaven upon the earth. 

The meadows seethed with the incessant mirth 
Of grasshoppers, seen only when they flew 
Their curves of scarlet or sudden dazzling blue. 
Within the fir-tree’s round of unpierced shade 
The maidens sat with laughter and talk, or played, 
Gravely intent, their game of knuckle-bones; 

Or tossed from hand to hand the old dry cones 
Littered about the tree. And one did sing 

A ballad of some far-off Spartan king, 

Who took a wife, but left her, well-away! 

Slain by his foes upon their wedding-day. 
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“That was a piteous story,” Leda sighed, 

“To be a widow ere she was a bride.” 

“Better,” said one, “to live a virgin life 

Alone, and never know the name of wife 

And bear the ugly burden of a child 

And have great pain by it. Let me live wild, 

A bird untamed by man!” “Nay,” cried another, 
“I would be wife, if I should not be mother. 
Cypris I honour; let the vulgar pay 

Their gross vows to Lucina when they pray. 
Our finer spirits would be blunted quite 

By bestial teeming; but Love’s rare delight 
Wings the rapt soul towards Olympus’ height.” 
“Delight?” cried Leda. “Love to me has brought 
Nothing but pain and a world of shameful thought. 
When they say love is sweet, the poets lie; 

“Tis but a trick to catch poor maidens by. 

What are their boasted pleasures? I am queen 
To the most royal king the world has seen; 
Therefore I should, if any woman might, 

Know at its full that exquisite delight. 

Yet these few days since I was made a wife 
Have held more bitterness than all my life, 
While I was yet a child.” The great bright tears 
Slipped through her lashes. “Oh, my childish years! 


Years that were all my own, too sadly few, 
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When I was happy— and yet never knew 


1? 


How happy till to-day!” Her maidens came 
About her as she wept, whispering her name, 
Leda, sweet Leda, with a hundred dear 
Caressing words to soothe her heavy cheer. 

At last she started up with a fierce pride 

Upon her face. “I am a queen,” she cried, 
“But had forgotten it a while; and you, 
Wenches of mine, you were forgetful too. 
Undress me. We would bathe ourself.” So proud 
A queen she stood, that all her maidens bowed 
In trembling fear and scarcely dared approach 
To do her bidding. But at last the brooch 
Pinned at her shoulder is undone, the wide 
Girdle of silk beneath her breasts untied; 

The tunic falls about her feet, and she 

Steps from the crocus folds of drapery, 
Dazzlingly naked, into the warm sun. 
God-like she stood; then broke into a run, 
Leaping and laughing in the light, as though 
Life through her veins coursed with so swift a flow 
Of generous blood and fire that to remain 

Too long in statued queenliness were pain 

To that quick soul, avid of speed and joy. 

She ran, easily bounding, like a boy, 


Narrow of haunch and slim and firm of breast. 
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Lovelier she seemed in motion than at rest, 

If that might be, when she was never less, 
Moving or still, than perfect loveliness. 

At last, with cheeks afire and heaving flank, 
She checked her race, and on the river’s bank 
Stood looking down at her own echoed shape 
And at the fish that, aimlessly agape, 

Hung midway up their heaven of flawless glass, 
Like angels waiting for eternity to pass. 

Leda drew breath and plunged; her gasping cry 
Splashed up; the water circled brokenly 

Out from that pearly shudder of dipped limbs; 
The glittering pool laughed up its flowery brims, 
And everything, save the poor fish, rejoiced: 
Their idiot contemplation of the Moist, 

The Cold, the Watery, was in a trice 

Ended when Leda broke their crystal paradise. 


Jove in his high Olympian chamber lay 

Hugely supine, striving to charm away 

In sleep the long, intolerable noon. 

But heedless Morpheus still withheld his boon, 
And Jove upon his silk-pavilioned bed 

Tossed wrathful and awake. His fevered head 
Swarmed with a thousand fancies, which forecast 


Delights to be, or savoured pleasures past. 
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Closing his eyes, he saw his eagle swift, 
Headlong as his own thunder, stoop and lift 
On pinions upward labouring the prize 
Of beauty ravished for the envious skies. 
He saw again that bright, adulterous pair, 
Trapped by the limping husband unaware, 
Fast in each other’s arms, and faster in the snare— 
And laughed remembering. Sometimes his thought 
Went wandering over the earth and sought 
Familiar places—temples by the sea, 
Cities and islands; here a sacred tree 
And there a cavern of shy nymphs. 
He rolled 
About his bed, in many a rich fold 


Crumpling his Babylonian coverlet, 


And yawned and stretched. The smell of his own sweat 


Brought back to mind his Libyan desert-fane 

Of mottled granite, with its endless train 

Of pilgrim camels, reeking towards the sky 
Ammonian incense to his hornéd deity; 

The while their masters worshipped, offering 
Huge teeth of ivory, while some would bring 
Their Ethiop wives—sleek wineskins of black silk, 
Jellied and huge from drinking asses’ milk 
Through years of tropical idleness, to pray 


For offspring (whom he ever sent away 
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With prayers unanswered, lest their ebon race 
Might breed and blacken the earth’s comely face). 
Noon pressed on him a hotter, heavier weight. 

O Love in Idleness! how celibate 

He felt! Libido like a nemesis 

Scourged him with itching memories of bliss. 

The satin of imagined skin was sleek 

And supply warm against his lips and cheek, 

And deep within soft hair’s disheveled dusk 

His eyelids fluttered; like a flowery musk 

The scent of a young body seemed to float 

Faintly about him, close and yet remote— 

For perfume and the essence of music dwell 

In other worlds among the asphodel 

Of unembodied life. Then all had flown; 

His dream had melted. In his bed, alone, 

Jove sweating lay and moaned, and longed in vain 
To still the pulses of his burning pain. 

In sheer despair at last he leapt from bed, 

Opened the window and thrust forth his head 

Into Olympian ether. One fierce frown 

Rifted the clouds, and he was looking down 

Into a gulf of azure calm; the rack 

Seethed round about, tempestuously black; 

But the god’s eye could hold its angry thunders back. 
There lay the world, down through the chasméd blue, 
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Stretched out from edge to edge unto his view; 
And in the midst, bright as a summer’s day 

At breathless noon, the Mediterranean lay; 

And Ocean round the world’s dim fringes tossed 
His glaucous waves in mist and distance lost; 

And Pontus and the livid Caspian Sea 

Stirred in their nightmare sleep uneasily. 

And ’twixt the seas rolled the wide fertile land, 
Dappled with green and tracts of tawny sand, 

And rich, dark fallows and fields of flowers aglow 
And the white, changeless silences of snow; 
While here and there towns, like a living eye 
Unclosed on earth’s blind face, towards the sky 
Glanced their bright conscious beauty. Yet the sight 
Of his fair earth gave him but small delight 

Now in his restlessness: its beauty could 

Do nought to quench the fever in his blood. 
Desire lends sharpness to his searching eyes; 
Over the world his focused passion flies 

Quicker than chasing sunlight on a day 

Of storm and golden April. Far away 

He sees the tranquil rivers of the East, 

Mirrors of many a strange barbaric feast, 

Where un-Hellenic dancing-girls contort 

Their yellow limbs, and gibbering masks make sport 


Under the moons of many-coloured light 
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That swing their lantern-fruitage in the night 

Of overarching trees. To him it seems 

An alien world, peopled by insane dreams. 

But these are nothing to the monstrous shapes— 
Not men so much as bastardy of apes— 


That meet his eyes in Africa. Between 


Leaves of grey fungoid pulp and poisonous green, 


White eyes from black and browless faces stare. 
Dryads with star-flowers in their woolly hair 
Dance to the flaccid clapping of their own 
Black dangling dugs through forests overgrown, 
Platted with writhing creepers. Horrified, 
He sees them how they leap and dance, or glide, 
Glimpse after black glimpse of a satin skin, 
Among unthinkable flowers, to pause and grin 
Out through a trellis of suppurating lips, 
Of mottled tentacles barbed at the tips 
And bloated hands and wattles and red lobes 
Of pendulous gristle and enormous probes 
Of pink and slashed and tasseled flesh ... 

He turns 
Northward his sickened sight. The desert burns 
All life away. Here in the forkéd shade 
Of twin-humped towering dromedaries laid, 
A few gaunt folk are sleeping: fierce they seem 


Even in sleep, and restless as they dream. 
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He would be fearful of a desert bride 

As of a brown asp at his sleeping side, 

Fearful of her white teeth and cunning arts. 

Further, yet further, to the ultimate parts 

Of the wide earth he looks, where Britons go 
Painted among their swamps, and through the snow 
Huge hairy snuffling beasts pursue their prey— 


Fierce men, as hairy and as huge as they. 


Bewildered furrows deepen the Thunderer’s scowl; 
This world so vast, so variously foul— 

Who can have made its ugliness? In what 
Revolting fancy were the Forms begot 

Of all these monsters? What strange deity— 

So barbarously not a Greek!—was he 

Who could mismake such beings in his own 
Distorted image. Nay, the Greeks alone 

Were men; in Greece alone were bodies fair, 
Minds comely. In that all-but-island there, 
Cleaving the blue sea with its promontories, 
Lies the world’s hope, the seed of all the glories 
That are to be; there, too, must surely live 

She who alone can medicinably give 

Ease with her beauty to the Thunderer’s pain. 
Downwards he bends his fiery eyes again, 


Glaring on Hellas. Like a beam of light, 
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His intent glances touch the mountain height 
With passing flame and probe the valleys deep, 
Rift the dense forest and the age-old sleep 

Of vaulted antres on whose pebbly floor 
Gallop the loud-hoofed Centaurs; and the roar 
Of more than human shouting underground 
Pulses in living palpable waves of sound 

From wall to wall, until it rumbles out 

Into the air; and at that hollow shout 

That seems an utterance of the whole vast hill, 
The shepherds cease their laughter and are still. 
Cities asleep under the noonday sky 

Stir at the passage of his burning eye; 

And in their huts the startled peasants blink 

At the swift flash that bursts through every chink 
Of wattled walls, hearkening in fearful wonder 
Through lengthened seconds for the crash of thunder— 
Which follows not: they are the more afraid. 
Jove seeks amain. Many a country maid, 
Whose sandalled feet pass down familiar ways 
Among the olives, but whose spirit strays 
Through lovelier lands of fancy, suddenly 
Starts broad awake out of her dream to see 

A light that is not of the sun, a light 

Darted by living eyes, consciously bright; 


She sees and feels it like a subtle flame 
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Mantling her limbs with fear and maiden shame 
And strange desire. Longing and terrified, 

She hides her face, like a new-wedded bride 

Who feels rough hands that seize and hold her fast; 
And swooning falls. The terrible light has passed; 
She wakes; the sun still shines, the olive trees 
Tremble to whispering silver in the breeze 

And all is as it was, save she alone 

In whose dazed eyes this deathless light has shone: 
For never, never from this day forth will she 

In earth’s poor passion find felicity, 

Or love of mortal man. A god’s desire 

Has seared her soul; nought but the same strong fire 
Can kindle the dead ash to life again, 


And all her years will be a lonely pain. 


Many a thousand had he looked upon, 

Thousands of mortals, young and old; but none— 
Virgin, or young ephebus, or the flower 

Of womanhood culled in its full-blown hour— 

Could please the Thunderer’s sight or touch his mind; 
The longed-for loveliness was yet to find. 

Had beauty fled, and was there nothing fair 

Under the moon? The fury of despair 

Raged in the breast of heaven’s Almighty Lord; 


He gnashed his foamy teeth and rolled and roared 
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In bull-like agony. Then a great calm 
Descended on him: cool and healing balm 
Touched his immortal fury. He had spied 


Young Leda where she stood, poised on the river-side. 


Even as she broke the river’s smooth expanse, 

Leda was conscious of that hungry glance, 

And knew it for an eye of fearful power 

That did so hot and thunderously lour, 

She knew not whence, on her frail nakedness. 

Jove’s heart held but one thought: he must possess 
That perfect form or die—possess or die. 

Unheeded prayers and supplications fly, 

Thick as a flock of birds, about his ears, 

And smoke of incense rises; but he hears 

Nought but the soft falls of that melody 

Which is the speech of Leda; he can see 

Nought but that almost spiritual grace 

Which is her body, and that heavenly face 

Where gay, sweet thoughts shine through, and eyes are bright 
With purity and the soul’s inward light. 

Have her he must: the teasel-fingered burr 

Sticks not so fast in a wild beast’s tangled fur 

As that insistent longing in the soul 

Of mighty Jove. Gods, men, earth, heaven, the whole 


Vast universe was blotted from his thought 
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And nought remained but Leda’s laughter, nought 
But Leda’s eyes. Magnified by his lust, 

She was the whole world now; have her he must, he must... 
His spirit worked; how should he gain his end 
With most deliciousness? What better friend, 

What counsellor more subtle could he find 

Than lovely Aphrodite, ever kind 

To hapless lovers, ever cunning, too, 

In all the tortuous ways of love to do 

And plan the best? To Paphos then! His will 

And act were one; and straight, invisible, 

He stood in Paphos, breathing the languid air 

By Aphrodite’s couch. O heavenly fair 

She was, and smooth and marvellously young! 

On Tyrian silk she lay, and purple hung 

About her bed in folds of fluted light 

And shadow, dark as wine. Two doves, more white 
Even than the white hand on the purple lying 

Like a pale flower wearily dropped, were flying 
With wings that made an odoriferous stir, 
Dropping faint dews of bakkaris and myrrh, 

Musk and the soul of sweet flowers cunningly 
Ravished from transient petals as they die. 

Two stripling cupids on her either hand 

Stood near with winnowing plumes and gently fanned 


Her hot, love-fevered cheeks and eyelids burning. 
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Another, crouched at the bed’s foot, was turning 
A mass of scattered parchments—vows or plaints 
Or glad triumphant thanks which Venus’ saints, 
Martyrs and heroes, on her altars strewed 
With bitterest tears or gifts of gratitude. 
From the pile heaped at Aphrodite’s feet 
The boy would take a leaf, and in his sweet, 
Clear voice would read what mortal tongues can tell 
In stammering verse of those ineffable 
Pleasures and pains of love, heaven and uttermost hell. 
Jove hidden stood and heard him read these lines 
Of votive thanks— 
Cypris, this little silver lamp to thee 
I dedicate. 
It was my fellow-watcher, shared with me 
Those swift, short hours, when raised above my fate 
In Sphenura’s white arms I drank 
Of immortality. 
“A pretty lamp, and I will have it placed 
Beside the narrow bed of some too chaste 
Sister of virgin Artemis, to be 
A night-long witness of her cruelty. 
Read me another, boy,” and Venus bent 
Her ear to listen to this short lament. 
Cypris, Cypris, I am betrayed! 


Under the same wide mantle laid 
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I found them, faithless, shameless pair! 
Making love with tangled hair. 
“Alas,” the goddess cried, “nor god, nor man, 
Nor medicinable balm, nor magic can 
Cast out the demon jealousy, whose breath 
Withers the rose of life, save only time and death.” 
Another sheet he took and read again. 
Farewell to love, and hail the long, slow pain 
Of memory that backward turns to joy. 
O I have danced enough and enough sung; 
My feet shall be still now and my voice mute; 
Thine are these withered wreaths, this Lydian flute, 
Cypris; I once was young. 
And piétous Aphrodite wept to think 
How fadingly upon death’s very brink 
Beauty and love take hands for one short kiss— 
And then the wreaths are dust, the bright-eyed bliss 
Perished, and the flute still. “Read on, read on.” 
But ere the page could start, a lightning shone 
Suddenly through the room, and they were ’ware 
Of some great terrible presence looming there. 
And it took shape—huge limbs, whose every line 
A symbol was of power and strength divine, 
And it was Jove. 
“Daughter, I come,” said he, 


“For counsel in a case that touches me 
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Close, to the very life.” And he straightway 

Told her of all his restlessness that day 

And of his sight of Leda, and how great 

Was his desire. And so in close debate 

Sat the two gods, planning their rape; while she, 
Who was to be their victim, joyously 

Laughed like a child in the sudden breathless chill 
And splashed and swam, forgetting every ill 

And every fear and all, save only this: 

That she was young, and it was perfect bliss 

To be alive where suns so goldenly shine, 

And bees go drunk with fragrant honey-wine, 
And the cicadas sing from morn till night, 

And rivers run so cool and pure and bright . . . 
Stretched all her length, arms under head, she lay 
In the deep grass, while the sun kissed away 

The drops that sleeked her skin. Slender and fine 
As those old images of the gods that shine 

With smooth-worn silver, polished through the years 
By the touching lips of countless worshippers, 
Her body was; and the sun’s golden heat 

Clothed her in softest flame from head to feet 
And was her mantle, that she scarcely knew 

The conscious sense of nakedness. The blue, 

Far hills and the faint fringes of the sky 


Shimmered and pulsed in the heat uneasily, 
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And hidden in the grass, cicadas shrill 
Dizzied the air with ceaseless noise, until 
A listener might wonder if they cried 


In his own head or in the world outside. 


Sometimes she shut her eyelids, and wrapped round 


In a red darkness, with the muffled sound 
And throb of blood beating within her brain, 
Savoured intensely to the verge of pain 
Her own young life, hoarded it up behind 
Her shuttered lids, until, too long confined, 
It burst them open and her prisoned soul 
Flew forth and took possession of the whole 
Exquisite world about her and was made 
A part of it. Meanwhile her maidens played, 
Singing an ancient song of death and birth, 
Seed-time and harvest, old as the grey earth, 
And moving to their music in a dance 
As immemorial. A numbing trance 
Came gradually over her, as though 
Flake after downy-feathered flake of snow 
Had muffled all her senses, drifting deep 
And warm and quiet. 

From this all-but sleep 
She started into life again; the sky 
Was full of a strange tumult suddenly— 
Beating of mighty wings and shrill-voiced fear 
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And the hoarse scream of rapine following near. 

In the high windlessness above her flew, 
Dazzlingly white on the untroubled blue, 

A splendid swan, with outstretched neck and wing 
Spread fathom wide, and closely following 

An eagle, tawny and black. This god-like pair 
Circled and swooped through the calm of upper air, 
The eagle striking and the white swan still 
’Scaping as though by happy miracle 

The imminent talons. For the twentieth time 

The furious hunter stooped, to miss and climb 

A mounting spiral into the height again. 

He hung there poised, eyeing the grassy plain 

Far, far beneath, where the girls’ upturned faces 
Were like white flowers that bloom in open places 
Among the scarcely budded woods. And they 
Breathlessly watched and waited; long he lay, 
Becalmed upon that tideless sea of light, 

While the great swan with slow and creaking flight 
Went slanting down towards safety, where the stream 
Shines through the trees below, with glance and gleam 
Of blue aerial eyes that seem to give 

Sense to the sightless earth and make it live. 

The ponderous wings beat on and no pursuit: 

Stiff as the painted kite that guards the fruit, 

Afloat o’er orchards ripe, the eagle yet 
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Hung as at anchor, seeming to forget 
His uncaught prey, his rage unsatisfied. 
Still, quiet, dead . . . and then the quickest-eyed 
Had lost him. Like a star unsphered, a stone 
Dropped from the vault of heaven, a javelin thrown, 
He swooped upon his prey. Down, down he came, 
And through his plumes with a noise of wind-blown flame 
Loud roared the air. From Leda’s lips a cry 
Broke, and she hid her face—she could not see him die, 
Her lovely, hapless swan. 

Ah, had she heard, 
Even as the eagle hurtled past, the word 
That treacherous pair exchanged. “Peace,” cried the swan; 
“Peace, daughter. All my strength will soon be gone, 
Wasted in tedious flying, ere I come 
Where my desire hath set its only home.” 
“Go,” said the eagle, “I have played my part, 
Roused pity for your plight in Leda’s heart 
(Pity the mother of voluptuousness). 
Go, father Jove; be happy; for success 
Attends this moment.” 

On the queen’s numbed sense 
Fell a glad shout that ended sick suspense, 
Bidding her lift once more towards the light 
Her eyes, by pity closed against a sight 
Of blood and death— her eyes, how happy now 
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To see the swan still safe, while far below, 
Brought by the force of his eluded stroke 

So near to earth that with his wings he woke 

A gust whose sudden silvery motion stirred 
The meadow grass, struggled the sombre bird 
Of rage and rapine. Loud his scream and hoarse 
With baffled fury as he urged his course 
Upwards again on threshing pinions wide. 

But the fair swan, not daring to abide 

This last assault, dropped with the speed of fear 
Towards the river. Like a winged spear, 
Outstretching his long neck, rigid and straight, 
Aimed at where Leda on the bank did wait 
With open arms and kind, uplifted eyes 

And voice of tender pity, down he flies. 

Nearer, nearer, terribly swift, he sped 

Directly at the queen; then widely spread 
Resisting wings, and breaking his descent 
’Gainst his own wind, all speed and fury spent, 
The great swan fluttered slowly down to rest 
And sweet security on Leda’s breast. 
Menacingly the eagle wheeled above her; 

But Leda, like a noble-hearted lover 

Keeping his child-beloved from tyrannous harm, 
Stood o’er the swan and, with one slender arm 


Imperiously lifted, waved away 
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The savage foe, still hungry for his prey. 
Baffled at last, he mounted out of sight 

And the sky was void—save for a single white 
Swan’s feather moulted from a harassed wing 
That down, down, with a rhythmic balancing 
From side to side dropped sleeping on the air. 
Down, slowly down over that dazzling pair, 
Whose different grace in union was a birth 

Of unimagined beauty on the earth: 


So lovely that the maidens standing round 


Dared scarcely look. Couched on the flowery ground 


Young Leda lay, and to her side did press 

The swan’s proud-arching opulent loveliness, 
Stroking the snow-soft plumage of his breast 
With fingers slowly drawn, themselves caressed 
By the warm softness where they lingered, loth 
To break away. Sometimes against their growth 
Ruffling the feathers inlaid like little scales 

On his sleek neck, the pointed finger-nails 
Rasped on the warm, dry, puckered skin beneath; 
And feeling it she shuddered, and her teeth 
Grated on edge; for there was something strange 
And snake-like in the touch. He, in exchange, 
Gave back to her, stretching his eager neck, 

For every kiss a little amorous peck; 


Rubbing his silver head on her gold tresses, 
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And with the nip of horny dry caresses 

Leaving upon her young white breast and cheek 
And arms the red print of his playful beak. 

Closer he nestled, mingling with the slim 

Austerity of virginal flank and limb 

His curved and florid beauty, till she felt 

That downy warmth strike through her flesh and melt 
The bones and marrow of her strength away. 

One lifted arm bent o’er her brow, she lay 

With limbs relaxed, scarce breathing, deathly still; 
Save when a quick, involuntary thrill 

Shook her sometimes with passing shudderings, 

As though some hand had plucked the aching strings 
Of life itself, tense with expectancy. 

And over her the swan shook slowly free 

The folded glory of his wings, and made 

A white-walled tent of soft and luminous shade 

To be her veil and keep her from the shame 


Of naked light and the sun’s noonday flame. 


Hushed lay the earth and the wide, careless sky. 
Then one sharp sound, that might have been a cry 
Of utmost pleasure or of utmost pain, 


Broke sobbing forth, and all was still again. 
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Dada Poems by Harry Crosby 


INVOCATION TO THE MAD QUEEN 


I would you were the hollow ship 
fashioned to bear the cargo of my love 
the unrelenting glove 

hurled in defiance at our blackest world 
or that great banner mad unfurled 

the poet plants upon the hill of time 

or else amphora for the gold of life 


liquid and naked as a virgin wife. 


Yourself the Prize 

I gird with Fire 

The Great White Ruin 
Of my Desire. 


I burn to gold 

fierce and unerring as a conquering sword 
I bum to gold 

fierce and undaunted as a lion lord 
seeking your Bed 

and leave to them the 


burning of the dead. 
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ENQUETE TUMULTS AND CHANCES 


Why do you prefer to live outside America ? 
I prefer to live outside America 

because in America the Stars were all suffocated 
inside 

because I do not wish to devote myself to perpetual 
hypocrisy 

because outside America there is nothing to 
remind me of my childhood 

because I prefer perihelion to aphelion 

because I love flagons of wine 

because I am an enemy of society and here I can 
hunt with other enemies of society 

because I want to be in at the death (of Europe) 

because I like tumults and chances better than 
security 

because I prefer transitional orgasms to atlantic 
monthlies 

because I am not coprophagous 

because I would rather be an eagle gathering 
sun than a spider gathering poison 

because by living outside of America New York 
can still remain for me the City of a Thousand 

and One Nights 


because the Rivers of Suicide are more inviting 
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than the Prairies of Prosperity 


because I prefer Mad Queens to Mild Virgins 


SUNSTROKE 


each Color changed her dress 
and notions difficult to dream 
(when pencils play their 
parts preponderous) 

tanged Sunward 

with ladies preferring 

their breasts 

no yeast suggests the 

ruffled tenor of the 
dragoman 

who wishes on the hay 

one last encounter 

irrelevant of pause 

(why change her drawers 

to make the rhyme 

less difficult to see) 

the soot on ivory carpets 
mongol-colored in the brain 
the bitter rain 

beyond the destination 


of the heart 
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beyond the destination 
of the brain 
beyond the destination 
of the brain 
the sleeping goat-bugs 
know not any avatar 
and where the Russian 
orifice is samovar 
there Red Sea Rimbaud 
guards his Aden Caravan 
and Verlaine trembles 
to the touch of trains 

it rains 

it rains 
to mourn the ocean giants 
buried deep 
among the rankled seaweed 
sharp with frost (aerial) 
here buttercups shall 
robin out the thread 
that led beyond the 
furcoat pleasures of a night 
here gopher lights 
shall fall and crawl 
from one small suitcab 


built for two 
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and now the shell holes 
dwindle into fences 

white as cherry lit with 

snow 

or carcassonned in 

strength unyoked to 

ivory plants that 

turquoise airily to sea 

(the waves are paper 

bags to burst) 

up that great Step to Sun 
(zythum to aardvark 

and back again) 

here xebecs tell of toadstools 
tabled out in pride 

here xebecs tell of one lost bride 
whose solaced eyes once 
wept 

to see the bursting parasols 
migrate 

between the two necessities of life 
(and if her tossing hair 
should catch 

upon an edge of cloud) 

and hearts in fear inurned 


murmur her name 
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and dream sharp arrows 
squeezed to stick upon 

the Targe of Sun 

or play at proposition 

with the maid who gilly-gillies to the 
S of mountain 

railroad tracks 

or rides astride their backs 
voluptual as books in June 
and in my bed 

the Mad Queen lies 

the Mad Queen of the bedroom eyes 
the Idol I idolatrize 

Color explodes 

where once the feet of 

Tripod Time danced wantonly 
to bugle notes 

(of unremembered telephones) 
queer Goya tailcoats 

sneezing into soot 

queer rabbits falling 

from the Flagpole of the year 
and breasts spurt flowers 
cramoisy and dark 

and nestling turtledoves 


are seen through fog 
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beyond the crow-black roads 
Color Explodes 

and if a proper noun 
invigorates our teeth 

can we not say 

Black Black 


I wake to Sun! 


IN MADNESS 


not in calm weather 
faint breezes calm summer 
when clouds have fled from the sky 
and she lies with her hair and her dress undone 
asleep in the hay in the sun 
frail as a feather 
I say not in this weather 
but when the trees are bare 
when the wind roars 
when it whirls up the grass 

on the ground 
when it drives the rain forward 
when the sound of the thunder 

and slamming of doors 
warns of mad weather 


I say in this weather 
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(black out of doors 

black meadows 

black raindrops 

black weather) 

in this weather 

when the storm is howling across the sky 
then shall the Mad Queen fly to her love 
proud as a feather 

proud as sun 

their hearts mad beating 


in unison 
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Surreal Poems by Paul Eluard 


Like an Image (Fragment) 


Armour of prey the black perfume shines 
Trees wear an almond landscape hair 

Cradle of ail the landscapes the keys the dice 
The plains of care and mountains of alabaster 
The lamps of the suburbs, bashfulness, storms 
Unforeseen gestures devoted to fire 

The paths separating the sea from its drowned 


Ail the undecipherable riddles. 


The thistle flower builds a castle 

It climbs the ladder of the wind 
And death's head seeds 

Ebony stars on the glistening panes 
Promise ail to their lovers 

The others who pretend 


Maintain the leaden order. 


Silent misery man 

His early morning face 
Opens like a prison 

His eyes are heads cut off 


His Angers serve to count 
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To measure to take to convince 


His Angers know how to bind him. 


Ruin of the public 

Its emotion is in tatters 

Its enthusiasm damped 

The ornaments suspended to the terrors of thunder 
Livid pastures where rocks leap out 

To put an end to it 

A tomb adorned with the prettiest trinkets 

A silken veil over the langour of lust 

To put an end to it 


With a single blow of an axe in the back. 


In the ravines of sleep 

Silence rears its children 

Here is the fatal sound that burst the ear-drums 
The dusty death of colours 

Idiocy 

Here is the first idler 

And the unconscious movements of insomnia 
The ear the reeds to curve back like a helmet 
The exacting ear the enemy forgotten in the mist 
And the inexhaustible silence 

Which overthrows nature by not naming it 


Which sets up smiling snares 
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Or frightening absences 


Breaks ail the mirrors of the lips. 


On the open sea in delicate arms 

On fine days the waves in full sail 
And the blood leads to everything 

It is a square without a statue 
Without rowers without a black flag 
A rainbow-coloured naked square 
Where ail the wandering flowers 
Flowers at the mercy of the light 
Have concealed fairylands of daring 
It is a jewel of indifference 

Within the scope of every heart 

The chiseled jewel of laughter 

It is a mysterious house 


Where children baffle men 
On the outskirts of hope 
To no purpose 

Calm creates a vacuum. 


Les Gertrude Hoffman Girls 


Gertrude, Dorothy, Mary, Claire, Alberta, 
Charlotte, Dorothy, Ruth, Catherine, Emma, 
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Louisa, Margaret, Ferrai, Harriet, Sarah, 


Florence in the nude, Margaret, Toots and Thelma. 


Beauties of night, beauties of fire and beauties of rain, 
The trembling heart, the hidden hand and windlike eyes, 
You show me the movements of light, 


You exchange a glance for a springtime. 


The girth of your waist for a flower's circuit, 
Boldness and danger for your unsullied flesh, 
You exchange love for the shivers of steel. 


And the unconscious laugh for dawn's promises. 


Your dances are the fearful whirlpool of my dreams 
And I fall and my downfall perpetuates my life 
The space beneath your feet is increasingly vast, 


Wonders, you dance upon the springs of the day. 


All the Rights 


Simulate 

The flowered shadow of flowers hung from spring 
The shortest day of the year and the esqimau night 
The agony of autumnal visionaries 

The odour of roses the wise stinging of nettles 


Stretch transparent linen 
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Into the clearing of your eyes 

Display the ravages of fire its works of inspiration 

And the paradise of its ash 

The abstract phenomenon struggling with the clock's hands 
The wounds of truth the oaths that cannot fold 


Display yourself 


You can go out in crystal robes 
Your beauty goes on and on 

Your eyes shed tears caresses smiles 
Your eyes have no secrets 


And are limitless. 


You Are Everywhere 


You rise up and the water opens out 


You lie down and the water spreads 


You are the water turned away from its abysses 


You are the earth that takes root 


And upon which ail things assume a form 


You blow bubbles of silence in the wilderness of noise 


You play nocturnal hymns upon the rainbow's strings 


You are everywhere and abolish ail pathways 
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You sacrifice time 
To the perennial youth of the rigorous flame 


That veils nature by reproducing it 


O woman you give birth to a body always the same 


Your own 


You are its very likeness. 


Necessity 


Without great ceremony on earth 

Near those who keep their poise 

On this misery of ail repose 

Right near the good way 

In the dust of the serious 

I establish relations between man and woman 

Between the smeltings of the sun and the bag of bees 
Between the enchanted grottoes and the avalanche 
Between the care-rimmed eyes and the pealing laughter 
Between the heraldic blackbird and the star of garlic 
Between the leaden thread and the sound of the wind 
Between the fountain of ants and the growing of strawberries 


Between the chalcedony and winter in pins 
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Between the eye-ball tree and the recorded mimicry 
Between the carotid and the ghost of salt 

Between the auracaria and the head of a dwarf 
Between the branching rails and the speckled dove 
Between man and woman 


Between my solitude and you. 
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Cradled Pamphlet by Salvador Dali 


Perduring pamphlet 

unjustly refusing 

a cup 

any portuguese cup 

that is made nowadays 

in a plate factory 

because a cup 

resembles by its shape 

a gentle municipal arab antimony 

set up at the reaches of the neighbourhood 
like the glance of my lovely Gala 

the glance of my lovely Gala 

smell of a morning band 

like the epithelial tissue of my lovely Gala 
her clownish lamplighter's epithelial tissue 
yes I will repeat it a thousand times 
Perduring pamphlet 

unjustly refusing 

a cup 

any portuguese cup 

that is made nowadays 

in a plate factory 

because a cup 


resembles by its shape 
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a gentle municipal arab antimony 

set up at the reaches of the neighbourhood 
like the glance of my lovely Gala 

the glance of my lovely Gala 

smell of a morning band 

like the epithelial tissue of my lovely Gala 


her clownish lamplighter's epithelial tissue 
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The Very Image by Rene Magritte 


An image of my grandmother 


her head appearing upside-down upon a cloud 


the cloud transfixed on the steeple 
of a deserted railway-station 
far away 


An image of an aqueduct 


with a dead crow hanging from the first arch 


a modern-style chair from the second 

a fir-tree lodged in the third 

and the whole scene sprinkled with snow 
An image of the piano-tuner 

with a basket of prawns on his shoulder 
and a firescreen under his arm 

his moustache made of clay-clotted twigs 
and his cheeks daubed with wine 

An image of an aeroplane 

the propellor is rashers of bacon 

the wings are of reinforced lard 

the tail is made of paper-clips 

the pilot is a wasp 

An image of the painter 

with his left hand in a bucket 

and his right hand stroking a cat 


as he lies in bed 
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with a stone beneath his head 
And ail these images 

and many others 

are arranged like waxworks 
in model bird-cages 


about six inches high. 
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Two Poems by Andre Breton 


Postman Cheval 


We are the birds always charmed by you from the top of these belvederes 

And that each night form a blossoming branch between your shoulders 
and the arms of your well beloved wheel-barrow 

Which we tear out swifter than sparks at your wrist 

We are the sighs of the glass statue that raises itself on its elbow when 
man sleeps 

And shining holes appear in his bed 

Holes through which stags with coral antlers can be seen in a glade 

And naked women at the bottom of a mine 

You remembered then you got up you got out of the train 

Without glancing at the locomotive attacked by immense barometric 
roots 

Complaining about its murdered boilers in the virgin forest 

Its funnels smoking jacinths and moulting blue snakes 

Then we went on, plants subject to metamorphosis 

Each night making signs that man may understand 

While his house collapses and he stands amazed before the singular 
packing-cases 

Sought after by his bed with the corridor and the staircase 

The staircase goes on without end 

It leads to a millstone door it enlarges suddenly in a public square 


It is made of the backs of swans with a spreading wing for banisters 
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It turns inside out as though it were going to bite itself 

But no, it is content at the sound of our feet to open ail its steps like 
drawers 

Drawers of bread drawers of wine drawers of soap drawers of ice drawers 
of stairs 

Drawers of flesh with handsfull of hair 

Without turning round you seized the trowel with which breasts are 
made 

We smiled at you you held us round the waist 

And we took up the positions of your pleasure 

Motionless under our lids for ever as woman delights to see man 


After having made love. 


Revolving Lights 


The russet toga that collects the lozenge stars 
Hurts at a touch but the charming funeral 
Which the birds follow has hardly taken place 
Before I go from depth to depth 


From the first this is the best of reed-pipe tunes 
It re-sheaths its sword in the sand-banks of hearts 
Then the burning candie in the heights 


Of my room copulates with the lictor's axe 


Likewise there are sins replaced 
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The viper eyes the breasts of the young woman 
He only has truely bared them to the world 


Breaking away from the air the rose's thorn 


Then the abandoned pedestal of a minstrel's bust 
Falls a victim to butterflies and their followers 
The great rockets of sap beneath the public-parks 


And the moss that grows over my desk as I sleep 


In an office the American punch was wonderful 
Not every day do we bathe in our own blood 
The ear calculates the days the pretty trade-marks 


The sea-gull on the white horse's back 


These are cavalry attacks upon the right 
Eternally rebellious Of the shudders of spears 
Is made the angel who âges in terrible virginity 


Like electric light in the trees 


The drum the drum for ever muffled 
A fairy gorse sweeps the diamonds ofi her dress 
The story of the grinding of a seed more bland than coffee 


When I hold you on the battlements in the great mystery 
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Canadian Poems 
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Four Love Poems by John McCrae 


Then and Now 


Beneath her window in the fragrant night 

I half forget how truant years have flown 

Since I looked up to see her chamber-light, 

Or catch, perchance, her slender shadow thrown 
Upon the casement; but the nodding leaves 
Sweep lazily across the unlit pane, 

And to and fro beneath the shadowy eaves, 
Like restless birds, the breath of coming rain 
Creeps, lilac-laden, up the village street 

When all is still, as if the very trees 

Were listening for the coming of her feet 

That come no more; yet, lest I weep, the breeze 
Sings some forgotten song of those old years 


Until my heart grows far too glad for tears. 


The Night Cometh 


Cometh the night. The wind falls low, 

The trees swing slowly to and fro: 
Around the church the headstones grey 
Cluster, like children strayed away 


But found again, and folded so. 
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No chiding look doth she bestow: 
If she is glad, they cannot know; 
If ill or well they spend their day, 
Cometh the night. 


Singing or sad, intent they go; 

They do not see the shadows grow; 
“There yet is time,” they lightly say, 
“Before our work aside we lay”; 

Their task is but half-done, and lo! 

Cometh the night. 


Unsolved 


Amid my books I lived the hurrying years, 
Disdaining kinship with my fellow man; 
Alike to me were human smiles and tears, 
I cared not whither Earth’s great life-stream ran, 
Till as I knelt before my mouldered shrine, 
God made me look into a woman’s eyes; 
And I, who thought all earthly wisdom mine, 
Knew in a moment that the eternal skies 
Were measured but in inches, to the quest 
That lay before me in that mystic gaze. 


“Surely I have been errant: it is best 
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b 


That I should tread, with men their human ways.’ 
God took the teacher, ere the task was learned, 


And to my lonely books again I turned. 


The Hope of My Heart 


2: 


“Delicta juventutis et ignorantius ejus, queesumus ne memineris, Domine.’ 


I left to earth, a little maiden fair, 

With locks of gold, and eyes that shamed 
the light; 
I prayed that God might have her in His care 
And sight. 


Earth’s love was false; her voice, a siren’s song; 

(Sweet mother-earth was but a lying name) 
The path she showed was but the path of wrong 
And shame. 


“Cast her not out!” I cry. God’s kind words come— 
“Her future is with Me, as was her past; 

It shall be My good will to bring her home 
At last.” 
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High Flight by John Gillespie Magee 


Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of Earth 


And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings; 


Sunward I’ve climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth 


Of sun-split clouds, — and done a hundred things 


You have not dreamed of — wheeled and soared and swung 


High in the sunlit silence. Hov’ring there, 
I’ve chased the shouting wind along, and flung 


My eager craft through footless halls of air... 


Up, up the long, delirious burning blue 

I’ve topped the wind-swept heights with easy grace 
Where never lark, or ever eagle flew — 

And, while with silent, lifting mind I’ve trod 

The high untrespassed sanctity of space, 


Put out my hand, and touched the face of God. 


1941 
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Some Victorian Era Poems by Charles Sangster 


Sonnet 


I sat within the temple of her heart, 

And watched the living Soul as it passed through, 
Arrayed in pearly vestments, white and pure. 

The calm, immortal presence made me start. 

It searched through all the chambers of her mind 
With one mild glance of love, and smiled to view 
The fastnesses of feeling, strong, secure, 


And safe from all surprise. It sits enshrined 


And offers incense in her heart, as on 
An altar sacred unto God. The dawn 

Of an imperishable love passed through 
The lattice of my senses, and I, too, 
Did offer incense in that solemn place— 


A woman's heart made pure and sanctified by grace. 


Lyric to the Isles 


Here the spirit of Beauty keepeth 
Jubilee for evermore; 
Here the voice of Gladness leapeth, 


Echoing from shore to shore. 
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O'er the hidden watery valley, 

O'er each buried wood and glade, 
Dances our delighted galley, 
Through the sunlight and the shade; 
Dances o'er the granite cells, 


Where the soul of Beauty dwells; 


Here the flowers are ever springing, 
While the summer breezes blow; 
Here the Hours are ever clinging, 
Loitering before they go; 

Playing round each beauteous islet, 
Loath to leave the sunny shore, 
Where, upon her couch of violet, 
Beauty sits for evermore; 

Sits and smiles by day and night, 
Hand in hand with pure Delight. 


Here the spirit of Beauty dwelleth 

In each palpitating tree, 

In each amber wave that welleth 
From its home beneath the sea; 

In the moss upon the granite 

In each calm, secluded bay, 

With the zephyr trains that fan it 
With their sweet breaths all the day— 
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On the waters, on the shore, 


Beauty dwelleth evermore! 


The Soldier of the Plough 


No maiden dream, nor fancy theme, 
Brown Labour's muse would sing; 
Her stately mien and russet sheen 
Demand a stronger wing. 

Long ages since, the sage, the prince, 
The man of lordly brow, 

All honour gave that army brave, 
The Soldiers of the Plough. 

Kind Heaven speed the plough, 
And bless the hands that guide it! 
God gives the seed— 

The bread we need, 


Man's labour must provide it. 


In every land, the toiling hand 

Is blest as it deserves; 

Not so the race who, in disgrace, 

From honest labour swerves. 

From fairest bowers bring rarest flowers 
To deck the swarthy brow 


Of him whose toil improves the soil,— 
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The Soldier of the Plough. 

Kind Heaven speed the plough, 
And bless the hands that guide it! 
God gives the seed— 

The bread we need, 


Man's labour must provide it. 


Blest is his lot, in hall or cot, 

Who lives as Nature wills, 

Who pours his corn from Ceres' horn, 
And quaffs his native rills; 

No breeze that sweeps trade's stormy deeps 
Can touch his golden prow. 

Their foes are few, their lives are true, 
The Soldiers of the Plough. 

Kind Heaven speed the plough, 

And bless the hands that guide it! 
God gives the seed— 

The bread we need, 


Man's labour must provide it. 
Harvest Hymn 


God of the Harvest, Thou, whose sun 
Has ripened all the golden grain, 
We bless Thee for Thy bounteous store, 
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The cup of Plenty running o'er, 


The sunshine and the rain! 


The year laughs out for very joy, 

Its silver treble echoing 

Like a sweet anthem through the woods, 
Till mellowed by the solitudes 

It folds its glossy wing. 


But our united voices blend 
From day to day unweariedly; 
Sure as the sun rolls up the morn, 
Or twilight from the eve is born, 


Our song ascends to Thee. 


Where'er the various-tinted woods, 
In all their autumn splendour dressed, 
Impart their gold and purple dyes 

To distant hills and farthest skies 


Along the crimson west: 


Across the smooth, extended plain, 
By rushing stream and broad lagoon, 
On shady height and sunny dale, 
Wherever scuds the balmy gale 


Or gleams the autumn moon: 
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From inland seas of yellow grain, 

Where cheerful Labour, heaven-blest, 
With willing hands and keen-edged scythe, 
And accents musically blythe, 


Reveals its lordly crest: 


From clover-fields and meadows wide, 
Where moves the richly-laden wain 

To barns well-stored with new-made hay, 
Or where the flail at early day 


Rolls out the ripened grain: 


From meads and pastures on the hills 

And in the mountain valleys deep, 

Alive with beeves and sweet-breathed kine 
Of famous Ayr or Devon's line 


And shepherd-guarded sheep: 


The spirits of the golden year, 

From crystal caves and grottoes dim, 
From forest depths and mossy sward, 
Myriad-tongued, with one accord 


Peal forth their harvest hymn. 


The Rapid 
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All peacefully gliding, 

The waters dividing, 

The indolent batteau moved slowly along, 

The rowers, light-hearted, 

From sorrow long parted, 

Beguiled the dull moments with laughter and song: 
‘Hurrah for the rapid that merrily, merrily 
Gambols and leaps on its tortuous way! 

Soon we will enter it, cheerily, cheerily, 


Pleased with its freshness, and wet with its spray. 


More swiftly careering, 

The wild rapid nearing, 

They dash down the stream like a terrified steed; 
The surges delight them, 

No terrors affright them, 

Their voices keep pace with the quickening speed: 
"Hurrah for the rapid that merrily, merrily 

Shivers its arrows against us in play! 

Now we have entered it, cheerily, cheerily, 


Our spirits as light as its feathery spray 


Fast downward they're dashing, 
Each fearless eye flashing, 


Though danger awaits them on every side. 
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Yon rock-—see it frowning! 


They strike—they are drowning! 


But downward they speed with the merciless tide; 


No voice cheers the rapid, that angrily, angrily 


Shivers their bark in its maddening play; 


Gaily they entered it—heedlessly recklessly, 


Mingling their lives with its treacherous spray! 


The Wine of Song 


Within Fancy's halls I sit and quaff 
Rich draughts of the wine of Song, 
And I drink and drink 

To the very brink 

Of delirium wild and strong, 

Till I lose all sense of the outer world 


And see not the human throng. 


The lyral chords of each rising thought 
Are swept by a hand unseen, 

And I glide and glide 

With my music bride, 

Where few spiritless souls have been; 
And I soar afar on wings of sound 


With my fair Æolian queen. 
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Deep, deeper still, from the springs of Thought 
I quaff till the fount is dry, 

And I climb and climb 

To a height sublime 

Up the stars of some lyric sky, 

Where I seem to rise upon airs that melt 


Into song as they pass by. 


Millennial rounds of bliss I live, 
Withdrawn from my cumbrous clay, 

As I sweep and sweep 

Through infinite deep 

On deep of that starry spray; 

Myself a sound on its world-wide round, 


A tone on its spheral way. 


And wheresoe'er through the wondrous space 


My soul wings its noiseless flight, 


On their astral rounds 

Float divinest sounds, 

Unseen, save by spirit-sight, 
Obeying some wise, eternal law, 


As fixed as the law of light. 
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But, oh, when my cup of dainty bliss 
Is drained of the wine of Song, 

How I fall and fall 

At the sober call 

Of the body that waiteth long 

To hurry me back to its cares terrene, 


And earth's spiritless human throng! 


Brock 


One voice, one people, one in heart 

And soul and feeling and desire. 

Re-light the smouldering martial fire 

And sound the mute trumpet! Strike the lyre! 
The hero dead cannot expire: 


The dead still play their part. 


Raise high the monumental stone! 

A nation's fealty is theirs, 

And we are the rejoicing heirs, 

The honoured sons of sires whose cares 
We take upon us unawares 


As freely as our own. 


We boast not of the victory, 


But render homage, deep and just, 


Poetic Voice Volume 3 - Summer 2020 Page 128 


To his—to their—immortal dust, 

Who proved so worthy of their trust; 
No lofty pile nor sculptured bust 
Can herald their degree. 


No tongue can blazon forth their fame— 
The cheers that stir the sacred hill 

Are but mere promptings of the will 
That conquered them, that conquers still; 
And generations yet shall thrill 


At Brock's remembered name. 


Some souls are the Hesperides 
Heaven sends to guard the golden age, 
Illumining the historic page 

With record of their pilgrimage. 

True martyr, hero, poet, sage,— 


And he was one of these. 


Each in his lofty sphere, sublime, 

Sits crowned above the common throng: 
Wrestling with some pythonic wrong 

In prayer, in thunders, thought or song, 
Briareus-limbed, they sweep along, 


The Typhoons of the time. 
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The Plains of Abraham 


I stood upon the Plain, 

That had trembled when the slain, 

Hurled their proud defiant curses at the battle-hearted foe, 
When the steed dashed right and left 

Through the bloody gaps he cleft, 


When the bridle-rein was broken, and the rider was laid low. 


What busy feet had trod\ 

Upon the very sod 

Where I marshalled the battalions of my fancy to my aid! 
And I saw the combat dire, 

Heard the quick, incessant fire, 


And the cannons' echoes startling the reverberating glade. 


I saw them one and all, 

The banners of the Gaul 

In the thickest of the contest, round the resolute Montcalm; 
The well-attended Wolfe, 

Emerging from the gulf 

Of the battle's fiery furnace, like the swelling of a psalm. 


I head the chorus dire, 
That jarred along the lyre 
On which the hymn of battle rung, like surgings of the wave 
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When the storm, at blackest night, 


Wakes the ocean in affright, 


As it shouts its mighty pibroch o'er some shipwrecked vessel's grave. 


I saw the broad claymore 

Flash from its scabbard, o'er 

The ranks that quailed and shuddered at the close and fierce attack; 
When Victory gave the word, 

Then Scotland drew the sword, 


And with arm that never faltered drove the brave defenders back. 


I saw two great chiefs die, 

Their last breaths like the sigh 

Of the zepher-sprite that wantons on the rosy lips of morn; 
No envy-poisoned darts, 

No rancour in their hearts, 


To unfit them for their triumph over death's impending scorn. 


And as I thought and gazed, 

My soul, exultant, praised 

The Power to whom each mighty act and victory are due, 
For the saint-like Peace that smiled 

Like a heaven-gifted child, 

And for the air of quietude that steeped the distant view. 
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The sun looked down with pride, 

And scattered far and wide 

His beams of whitest glory till they flooded all the Plain; 
The hills their veils withdrew, 


Of white, and purplish blue, 


And reposed all green and smiling 'neath the shower of golden rain. 


Oh, rare, divinest life 

Of Peace, compared with Strife! 

Yours is the truest splendour, and the most enduring fame; 
All the glory ever reaped 

Where the fiends of battle leaped, 


Is harsh discord to the music of your undertoned acclaim. 
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Historical Poems 
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Ulysses by Alfred Lord Tennyson 


It little profits that an idle king, 

By this still hearth, among these barren crags, 
Match'd with an agèd wife, I mete and dole 
Unequal laws unto a savage race, 

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 
I cannot rest from travel: I will drink 

Life to the lees: All times I have enjoy'd 
Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those 
That loved me, and alone, on shore, and when 
Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 

Vexed the dim sea: I am become a name; 

For always roaming with a hungry heart 

Much have I seen and known; cities of men 
And manners, climates, councils, governments, 
Myself not least, but honour'd of them all; 

And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 

I am a part of all that I have met; 

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro' 
Gleams that untravell'd world whose margin fades 
For ever and forever when I move. 

How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 

To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use! 


As tho' to breathe were life! Life piled on life 
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Were all too little, and of one to me 

Little remains: but every hour is saved 

From that eternal silence, something more, 

A bringer of new things; and vile it were 

For some three suns to store and hoard myself, 
And this gray spirit yearning in desire 

To follow knowledge like a sinking star, 
Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 
This is my son, mine own Telemachus, 

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle, - 
Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil 

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild 

A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees 
Subdue them to the useful and the good. 

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere 

Of common duties, decent not to fail 

In offices of tenderness, and pay 

Meet adoration to my household gods, 

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine. 
There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail: 
There gloom the dark, broad seas. My mariners, 
Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me — 
That ever with a frolic welcome took 

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed 
Free hearts, free foreheads - you and I are old; 


Old age hath yet his honour and his toil; 


Poetic Voice Volume 3 - Summer 2020 Page 135 


Death closes all: but something ere the end, 

Some work of noble note, may yet be done, 

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods. 

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks: 

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep 
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends, 
“Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 

Push off, and sitting well in order smite 

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds 

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 

Of all the western stars, until I die. 

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down: 

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles, 

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew. 

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho' 

We are not now that strength which in old days 
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are; 
One equal temper of heroic hearts, 

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 


To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 
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The Lady of Shalott by Alfred, Lord Tennyson 


Part 1 


On either side the river lie 
Long fields of barley and of rye, 
That clothe the wold and meet the sky; 
And thro' the field the road runs by 
To many-tower'd Camelot; 
The yellow-leaved waterlily 
The green-sheathed daffodilly 
Tremble in the water chilly 


Round about Shalott. 


Willows whiten, aspens shiver. 
The sunbeam showers break and quiver 
In the stream that runneth ever 
By the island in the river 
Flowing down to Camelot. 
Four gray walls, and four gray towers 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 


The Lady of Shalott. 


Underneath the bearded barley, 


The reaper, reaping late and early, 
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Hears her ever chanting cheerly, 
Like an angel, singing clearly, 

O'er the stream of Camelot. 
Piling the sheaves in furrows airy, 
Beneath the moon, the reaper weary 
Listening whispers, ' "Tis the fairy, 


Lady of Shalott.' 


The little isle is all inrail'd 
With a rose-fence, and overtrail'd 
With roses: by the marge unhail'd 
The shallop flitteth silken sail'd, 
Skimming down to Camelot. 
A pearl garland winds her head: 
She leaneth on a velvet bed, 
Full royally apparelled, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Part 2 


No time hath she to sport and play: 
A charmed web she weaves alway. 
A curse is on her, if she stay 
Her weaving, either night or day, 
To look down to Camelot. 
She knows not what the curse may be; 
Therefore she weaveth steadily, 


Poetic Voice Volume 3 - Summer 2020 Page 138 


Therefore no other care hath she, 


The Lady of Shalott. 


She lives with little joy or fear. 
Over the water, running near, 
The sheepbell tinkles in her ear. 
Before her hangs a mirror clear, 
Reflecting tower'd Camelot. 
And as the mazy web she whirls, 
She sees the surly village churls, 
And the red cloaks of market girls 


Pass onward from Shalott. 


Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 
An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Sometimes a curly shepherd lad, 
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad, 
Goes by to tower'd Camelot: 
And sometimes thro' the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two and two: 
She hath no loyal knight and true, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


But in her web she still delights 
To weave the mirror's magic sights, 


For often thro' the silent nights 
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A funeral, with plumes and lights 

And music, came from Camelot: 
Or when the moon was overhead 
Came two young lovers lately wed; 
'I am half sick of shadows, said 


The Lady of Shalott. 


Part 3 


A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 

He rode between the barley-sheaves, 

The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves, 

And flam'd upon the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. 

A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd 

To a lady in his shield, 

That sparkled on the yellow field, 


Beside remote Shalott. 


The gemmy bridle glitter'd free, 
Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy. 
The bridle bells rang merrily 

As he rode down from Camelot: 
And from his blazon'd baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung, 
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And as he rode his armour rung, 


Beside remote Shalott. 


All in the blue unclouded weather 

Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather, 

The helmet and the helmet-feather 

Burn'd like one burning flame together, 
As he rode down from Camelot. 

As often thro' the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light, 


Moves over green Shalott. 


His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd; 
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode; 
From underneath his helmet flow'd 
His coal-black curls as on he rode, 

As he rode down from Camelot. 
From the bank and from the river 
He flash'd into the crystal mirror, 
“Tirra lirra, tirra lirra:' 


Sang Sir Lancelot. 


She left the web, she left the loom 
She made three paces thro' the room 


She saw the water-flower bloom, 
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She saw the helmet and the plume, 
She look'd down to Camelot. 
Out flew the web and floated wide; 
The mirror crack'd from side to side; 
‘The curse is come upon me,’ cried 


The Lady of Shalott. 


Part 4 


In the stormy east-wind straining, 
The pale yellow woods were waning, 
The broad stream in his banks complaining, 
Heavily the low sky raining 
Over tower'd Camelot; 
Outside the isle a shallow boat 
Beneath a willow lay afloat, 
Below the carven stern she wrote, 


The Lady of Shalott. 


A cloudwhite crown of pearl she dight, 

All raimented in snowy white 

That loosely flew (her zone in sight 

Clasp'd with one blinding diamond bright) 
Her wide eyes fix'd on Camelot, 

Though the squally east-wind keenly 

Blew, with folded arms serenely 


By the water stood the queenly 
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Lady of Shalott. 


With a steady stony glance— 

Like some bold seer in a trance, 

Beholding all his own mischance, 

Mute, with a glassy countenance— 
She look'd down to Camelot. 

It was the closing of the day: 

She loos'd the chain, and down she lay; 

The broad stream bore her far away, 


The Lady of Shalott. 


As when to sailors while they roam, 

By creeks and outfalls far from home, 

Rising and dropping with the foam, 

From dying swans wild warblings come, 
Blown shoreward; so to Camelot 

Still as the boathead wound along 

The willowy hills and fields among, 

They heard her chanting her deathsong, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


A longdrawn carol, mournful, holy, 
She chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 
Till her eyes were darken'd wholly, 
And her smooth face sharpen'd slowly, 
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Turn'd to tower'd Camelot: 
For ere she reach'd upon the tide 
The first house by the water-side, 
Singing in her song she died, 


The Lady of Shalott. 


Under tower and balcony, 

By garden wall and gallery, 

A pale, pale corpse she floated by, 

Deadcold, between the houses high, 
Dead into tower'd Camelot. 

Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 

To the planked wharfage came: 

Below the stern they read her name, 


The Lady of Shalott. 


They cross'd themselves, their stars they blest, 
Knight, minstrel, abbot, squire, and guest. 
There lay a parchment on her breast, 
That puzzled more than all the rest, 
The wellfed wits at Camelot. 
'The web was woven curiously, 
The charm is broken utterly, 
Draw near and fear not,—this is I, 


The Lady of Shalott.' 
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The Complaint of Chaucer to His Empty Purse 


To you, my purse, and to none other wight’, 
Complain I, for ye be my lady dere; 

I am sorry now that ye be light, 

For, certes, ye now make me heavy chere’; 
Me were as lief be laid upon a bier, 

For which unto your mercy thus I crie, 


Be heavy againe, or els mote I die. 


Now vouchsafe this day or it be night, 
That I of you the blissful sound may here, 
Or see your color like the sunne bright, 
That of yellowness had never peer; 

Ye are my life, ye be my hertes stere °, 
Queen of comfort and of good companie, 


Be heavy againe, or els mote I die. 


Now purse, thou art to me my lyfe’s light, 
And saviour, as downe in this world here, 

Out of this towne helpe me by your might, 
Sith that you will not be my treasure, 

For I am slave as nere as any frère,” 

But I pray unto your curtesie, 


Be heavy againe, or els mote I die. 
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Notes: 

1) an unfortunate creature 
2) appearance 

3) the heart’s rudder 

4) friar 
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